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HAPPY BIRTHDAY 

(A Wieky and O' Shmvnessy Story) 




By Rod Reed 




j-f WANT no more arguing about it, 
••^ Wicky Burke," said the boy s 
mother, firmly. "You must take the entire 
five dollars aid buy a birthday present for 
voitr cousin Lucille." 
"All right, mother," said Wicky. 
"And after you buy it. go straight to 
the party. Don't go playing in mudholes. 

"Oh mom, what do you take me tor, 
a baby? I don't play in mudholes. 

"You came home Tuesday looking like 
a mudhole!" . 

"But I wasn't playing m a mudhole. 
Chesty Morgan hit a screeching liner to 
left center and I raced back at the crack 
of the bat and caught it oyer my shoulder. 
I- tripped on a rock and fell on a damp 
place in the outfield. But I held the ball! 

"I'm proud of you." said Mrs. Burke, 
drily. "By the way. be sure you buy a 
present a girl would like. Don't get her 
a shortstop's mitt." , 

"Mother, mother!" exclaimed the boy. 
"Won't you ever learn? Shortstops don t 
wear mitts." 

"They don't? I should think they'd get 
their fingers hurt, catching that hard ball 
with their bare hands. Isn't it. dangerous? 

The boy explained about shortstops 
wearing gloves. His mother listened but 
Tot very attentively. "Well anyway," she 
said, "don't buy Lucille any baseball equip- 
ment. Get something a girl would like. II 
vou can't find anything else, some nice, 
lacy handkerchiefs always make a suitable 

6 'wicky departed on his mission without 
telling his mother his opinion of hand- 
• kerchiefs as a gift. He couldn't understand 
how anybody, even a girl, would be thank- 
ful for a handkerchief. 

As Wicky trudged along the sidewalk, 
his big, shaggy dog, OShawn.ssy. trotted 
faithfully at his heels. Presently Wicky 
stopped in front of a store. The window 
was full of all sorts of lacy, frilly things 
plus assorted cosmetics and perfumes. 
- Looking past the display into he store, 
Wicky could see that it was full of women 
and girls. He hesitated momentarily before 
squaring his shoulders and marching 
bravely to the door. 

He opened the portal and entered, 
O Shawnessy going right with him, of 
course. 



"Here, here, boy!" cried a large woman 
who had the air of proprietress. "You cant 
brine that filthy dog in here. 

Boy and dog retreated, the former de- 
claring loudly that he would certainly not 
give his patronage to any establishment 
that bore such a hostile attitude toward - 
man's best ftiend. . , 

But having made that decision, the lad 
was faced with a problem. There were no 

despairing optics fell on the last store m . 
the block where a sign reacL Florist. 

Wicky had inspiration. For some reason 
or other, all, girls loved flowers. He acted. , 
BEARING LuciUe's house and carrying 
J* the big florist box he encountered 
Specs Miller. Specs was a thin, bookish 
chap distinguished by the fact that he 
always led the honor roll and never par- 
ticipated in any sports except chess. He 
too was carrying a package 

"What have you, flowers?' asked Specs. 

"Yeh" said Wicky, "I'm taking them 
to my' cousin Lucille for her birthday.' 

R "Roses?" exclaimed Specs. "Well, con-i 
gratulations." He held out his thin hand.; 
"What for?" ■ . . , I 

"For you being engaged to get married, 

"i'/S NOT!" shouted Wicky. "Who 
told vou that?" 

"Obvious " retorted Specs, with a know- 
ing air. "When you give a girl roses, its 
a sign you're engaged to her." 
, "Gee I didn't know that," wailed Wicky. 
"Whaf'll I do? I've got to give cousin 
Lucille a present and I spent all my money 
on these flowers." 

"I'll make you a trade," said Specs aftet 
a moment's reflection. "I could give thos. 
flowers to my mother for an anniversary 

Pr "What'll you swap?" asked Wicky, caui 

tK "This " said Specs, holding out his pal 
eel, a square box neatly wtapped wit, 
white paper and red string. 

"What is it?" asked Wicky. 

"A genuine Hanky," replied the oth, 
boy. "My uncle sent it to me from Chicag* 
(Please turn to next fagej 
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I can't use It and I was > akin S '?, d T" 
to exchange, but there's no store in thi. 
town that handle, the brand. So I can let 
vou have it, even-Stephen.' 

"Pooh!" poohed Wicky. "You take me 
for a dope? Trading a whole five buck, 
worth of flowers tor one hanky; 

"It's actually worth J5.50," responded 
tpecs, loftily. "It'» genuine leather. 

"Leather?" 

"Yes, leather!" 

"That must be quite a novelty! de- 
clared Wicky. . 

"Well, you can't buy one like it in tms 

"Scout's honor it's worth $5.50?" 

"Scout's honor!" „ 

"Well, let me have a look at it and. . . . 

Wicky didn't finish the sentence. A girl- 
ish voice had called his name. It was 
Lucille, standing on her porch and call- 
Ine "Well, Wicky Burke, are you coming 
to my party or are you going to just stand 
there gabbing all day?" 

UfU coming. Cousin Lucille!" he yelled 
M back, then in a whisper, 'OK, Specs. 
It's a swap. I've got to trust you. No chance 
to look at it now." He handed over the 
flowers, took the square package and in 
a moment was presenting it to his cousin 
Lucille with a "Happy Birthday." As they 
went in ' the girl placed it with other pack- 
ages on a table and explained she was go- 
ihg to open all her "surprises" at once, 
a little later. 

As he mingled with the other party 
guests Wicky gave a moment's reflection 
to wondering whether five dollars wasn t 
a whole lot to pay for even a genuine 
leather handkerchief. 

WICKY'S MOTHER arrived unexpect- 
edly just as the unveiling of the gifts was 
beginning. She was greeted warmly by 
Lucille and Lucille's mother as she ex- 
plained that the Ladies' Aid meeting had 
been called off and she had been able to 
come to the birthday party after all. 

Lucille opened 1he first package. It was 
a box of dainty silk handkerchiefs with 
the letter "L" embroidered in the corner. 
She thanked the donor. She opened the 
second. It was frilly handkerchiefs, initial- 
ed. She opened the third. It was full of 
handkerchiefs in pastel shades. By the 
time she opened the fourth box. to rind 
handkerchiefs, her effort to thank the 
donor properly showed a slight strain. 

She picked up the square box, tied with 
red string. 

"This from cousin Wicky, she an- 
nounced, smiling. 



"What did you get her?" whispered 

Mrs. Burke. ,. 

Wicky gulped and before he could an- 
,wer. Lucille had opened the box and J 
holding up a new, genuine leather, field- 
er's glove: It was, as Specs had said, a 
genuine Hanky. In black letters across the 
palm was printed, "Hanky Sweet Model 
and below that was the autograph ol 
Hanky Sweet, the famous home run slug- 

E °Mrs. Burke looked at her son. coldly. 

Lucille gazed at the glove for a .moment, 
gasping, and then exclaimed, "Why, thank 
you Cousin Wicky. What a very nice 

surprise!" 

Wicky reddened. 

Mrs Burke made apologies for self and 
son and said they'd have to leave at once. 
"Before the ice cream and cake? wailed 

L "Before the ice cream and cake!" said 
Mrs. Burke, firmly. 

AT home for half an hour Mrs. Burke 
had gone about her work In frosty 
.Hence, perhaps to get her temper under 
control. Her boy had been silenced, too, 
and confined to quarters. ■ . 

Then she spoke. "I'm disappointed in 
Vou Wickford. You may have thought 
that Kiving Lucille a baseball glove was 
I jokf. but it wasn't funny at all. A birth- 
day is a very serious thing to a girl her 
age And after I specifically told you not 
to do such a thing! I shall leave it to your 
father to decide a suitable punishment for 

y °At that moment Wicky's father entered, 
in a jovial mood, unaware that his house- 
hold was a under a cloud. 

"Hello," he said. "I just stopped by at 
Cousin Lucille's birthday party. Thought 
I might drive you two home." 

"We left early." said Mrs. Burke, flatly. 
"Say," continued Mr. Burke, "which one 
of you had the brainstorm of giving Lucille 
a fielder's glove?" 

"Your son," responded his wife, her voice 
rather chilly. - 

"It was real inspiration!" exclaimed Mr. 
Burke. "She's tickled pink with it. You 
know, she was elected captain of the girl's 
Softball team and she'd been using an old, 
worn glove that was handed down from 
her brother, but it was about to fall apart. 
She she wanted me to lhank you again, 
Wicky, for the genuine leather Hanky. 
THE END 
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